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as he joked with the lads who had come to look
on. He was livelier and noisier than ever
before.

Meanwhile he went with Kustaa Toivola into
the living-room.   There, too, their eyes sought
for opportunities for fresh mischief, but then with
a  slight  shock  they  perceived   Konanteri fast
asleep  in Jussi* s  bed.   They   crept  nearer to
study for once at their leisure what a gentleman
really looked like at close quarters;  for Konan-
teri was a real gentleman even if he was sometimes
off his nut;   he had drunk himself out of his
schoolmaster's job.   He had had more schooling,
however, than the Sheriff;   nearly as much as
the Rector.   Look out, he's opening his eyes!
The boys  crept out of the living-room again
and side by side made a dash for the safety of the
yard, from where the other youths had mean-
while vanished.

They had become friends. Kustaa Toivola's
brown eyes gleamed under the brim of his hat,
and the coming Jussi Toivola asked him all
kinds of questions with the freedom of old
acquaintance. A road is soon going to be cut
into the Tuorila forests in readiness for the log-
haulers next winter; Kustaa means to get work
on the road. Dazzled by the spirit of liberty
that emanates from Kustaa, Jussi wanted to
hear more, but Kustaa, instinctively trying to
increase his importance in his companion's